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Its not funny! Stop laughing, Fred," Eric snaps as he walks into the groups dressing room, fingers rubbing at 
the back of his head. 


The drummer doubled over, trying his best to stop laughing, but failing miserably. "Shit, man, l.. l.. | cant help 
it" 


"Shove it, man" Jeff walks in behind him, and using the toe of his boot against Fred's ass, easily shoves him 


over. 


It didn't seem to anger the giggling drummer in the slightest. He simply lay there, clutching his sides while his 
entire body rocked with more laughter. Tom stood in the doorway watching the whole scene unfold, not entirely 
sure what to say. Eric took his bass off, propping it against the wall before practically falling face first onto 
the couch. He let out a little whimper as he buried his face in the cushions. 


"Whoo that was classic, you two." Fred sat up, wiping his eyes. 


"C'mon Fred, cool it," Tom cleared his throat, a bit nervous as suddenly every eye in the room was on him, ".. 


please?" 
With a groan Eric reached back to feel the back of his head again. "Is it still bleeding?" 


Fred snorted, slapping a hand over his mouth in an attempt to control himself. Tom arched an eyebrow and 


walked over to take his arm. He pulled Fred out of the floor and started to direct him to the door. 


"C'mon, man. We'll go have a drink while they.. do whatever it is you do when you get hit in the head with a 


guitar." 

The drummer howled out again, stumbling out the door ahead of Tom. Sending one last glance at the two 
guitarists, Tom closed the door behind him to leave them at peace. Jeff sighed thankfully and set his guitar 
down against the wall beside of Eric's bass. The only sounds in the room were that of Jeff falling to his knees 
beside the couch and Eric's random whimpers of pain. Jeff laced his fingers in a sea of blonde, moving it aside 
to inspect the wound. 


"No, it isn't bleeding anymore. Am |?" 


Eric rolled over, grabbing Jeff's shoulders and pulling him closer. "Hang on, | cant see." It took him several 


minutes to get through Jeffs morbidly large hair to find his scalp. 
"Ow, ow.. OW!" Jeff jerked away suddenly, rubbing the side of his head. "I said look, not touch it!" 
"This is your fault anyway. | should kill you." 


Jeff's eyes widened and a general look of offense rushed over him. "MY fault? How is your hitting me in the 


head with a freaking bass MY fault?" 
"You hit me first," Eric hissed, sitting up and crossing his arms. 


Jeff stood and towered above him, leather pants tightening a bit at the look on Eric's face. "So, you hit me 


second." 


The blonde shook his head, pulling his denim clad legs onto the couch and wrapping his arms around them. "If 
you would've been in your spot when we did the little shoulder thing then no one would've gotten hit in the 


head." 


| was in my spot and you came over and invaded my spot, thus making it YOUR fault for being in my damn 
spot!" 


The bassists eyes narrowed slightly. "Didn't you just whack yourself in the head with the damn thing last 


week?" 
Jeff grinned. "Yeah, the same day the strap came loose and your bass went flying over the amps." 
"Hey! That was not my fault. It was.. Oh just shut up." And that was all he had left. 


His argument had gone as far as it could go and he'd ran out of steam, that and any remains of good 
comebacks. A frown crossed his lips, an almost sorrowful expression that Jeff just couldn't ignore. He 
immediately felt like the scum of the earth for yelling at him and even worse for hurting him in the first 
place. Pride? He had none, so why not make a whining little ass of himself, if only just for Eric. With a sigh, he 
took the seat beside of his friend and slipped an arm around his shoulder. 


"Look, I'm sorry. Okay?" 

Eric simply nodded, scooting in closer and laying his head against his friends shoulder. "lm sorry too.’ 

They remained that way for a few minutes, the silence deafening, but the closeness comforting. Jeff looked 
down at him, a bit of shock in his face to see Eric already looking up at him. He wore a soft little smile that 
more than melted Jeff's heart. 


"What is it?" he managed. 


Eric's smile widened. "Was just thinking! about how | saw double when that happened out there. It was weird, 


two Jeffs." 
There was nervous laughter between the both of them. "Would seeing two of me be that bad?" 


Eric's cheeks flushed slightly. He scooted up so that he was no longer laying against him, now simply sitting. 
The smiles on both their faces faded as the moment caught up with them. A million things went through 
Jeff's head at once when his eyes locked onto Eric's. The blonde slowly moved an arm over the guitarists 


chest, leaning in closer. Jeff swallowed and moved inward, eyes slipping shut. 
"We're BACK!" Fred announced flinging the door open. 


The two jumped apart, Eric flying to his feet and nearly stumbling over their instruments. He turned his back 
to Jeff and raked a hand through his blonde hair. Jeff cleared his throat and tried to look as natural as 
possible, well as much as could be achieved with a pillow over his lap. Thankfully, Fred was half smashed 
already and didn't take note of the tension. Tom poked his head in the door, immediately receiving the vibe that 


something was wrong. 


Jeff sent him a look of distress, then shifting his eyes Toward Eric. Tom nodded, immediately catching on. This 


situation could be corrected easily. He left the doorway, patting Fred on the shoulder as he passed him. Two 
hands clamped onto Eric's shoulders, jolting the blonde. Jeff watched, grimacing, terrified that Tom knew the 
truth. 


"Now, Eric there's no need to stay mad at Jeff. You were both at fault really. Just, keep your distance on 
stage when you do that guitar thing again. Okay?" 


Eric craned his neck and stared at Tom, then stole a glance at Jeff who was silently pleading with him to keep 
the truth under wraps. 


"Please?" the guitarist mouthed. 


Eric swallowed and dropped his eyes to the floor. "Sure, we'll keep our distance alright." With that, he tore 


away from Tom and out the door. 


Tom stood back and watched him go and Fred take off after him. He shook his head and looked at Jeff. "Guess 


he'll be sore about it for a couple days. Just give him time, man" 


The brunette nodded, feeling a bit sick to his stomach. He planned on getting back to their hotel as soon as 
possible to beat himself up and criticize himself for being so incredibly stupid. 


